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Of tempest, when the crimson-rolling eye
Glares ruin, and the wild birds on the light
Dash themselves dead.    She stretchJd her arms and
call'd Across the tumult and the tumult fell;
and as this description of a storm seen from Snowdon:
As one that climbs a peak to gaze O'er land and main, and sees a great black cloud Drag inward from the deeps, a wall of night, Blot out the slope of sea from verge to shore, And suck the blinding splendour from the sand, And quenching lake by lake, and tarn by tarn, Expunge the world;
and as these lines from the last canto:
Look up, and let thy nature strike on mine, Like yonder morning on the blind half-world; Approach and fear not; breathe upon my brows; In that fine air I tremble, all the past Melts mist-like into this bright hour, and this Is morn to more, and all the rich to-come Reels, as the golden Autumn woodland reels Athwart the smoke of burning weeds.    Forgive me> I waste my heart in signs: let be.    My bride, My wife, my life.    O we will walk this world, Yoked in all exercise of noble end, And so thro' those dark gates across the wild That no man knows.
For simple rhythm and vowel music he considered his " Come down, O maid, from yonder mountain height," written in Switzerland (chiefly at Lauterbrunnen and Grindelwald), and descriptive of the waste Alpine heights and gorges, and of the sweet, rich valleys below, as amongst his u most successful work" But by this phrase